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Rouko,   The cottage living-room is full of dim
bustle and  ale-thickened  voices;    a delightful
place for a lad unexpectedly at his first dance to
enjoy from a safe corner.    The living-room is
sizable;   room enough for dancing and for the
violin to sound bravely.    How much there is in
the world higher and bigger than the spirit that
dwells on Tuorila Farm!   What would the master
and mistress of Tuorila be at this dance ?   Totally
out of the picture, figures to laugh at.   Whereas
Jussi, he is wonderfully at home.   He has been
out into the yard several times, and no one has
teased him;  he has even been asked who are to
take part in the harvesting at Tuorila.   He has
been given ale, like the rest, and has tried a polka
on the floor with another boy, and means to have
another try.   Nobody pays any attention to the
fact that he is all this time carrying out his
errand.   A delicious night,  far more delicious
than any previous night.

Yet time and again Jussi has to slip outside and

there assure himself that he has faithfully carried

out all the master's orders to the letter.   Standing

there he sees In the twilit night the hill from

which he first looked down on this spot in the

now distant afternoon.   At Tuorila everybody

will be asleep;   the master will not know what

time he came home  and  cannot scold  him.

Manta is here, and he need not leave until Manta

leaves.   He goes back to the house and takes his